
m The Trdged) 

Good Angels güard tbeefrotn theBoaresannoyj 
I-ijie and beget a happy race of Kings: 

, Edsrards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee flourilh. 

Enter the Gboïl offhieene ^4nne-,bis rvifr. 
KichardJChy wife,that wretched ^naexhy ;..wife* 

That neuer flept a quiet houre vvith thee, 

Novv fiis thy fleepe with peruirbations, 

To morrowin the battell thinke on me, 

Andfall thy edgefelfe fword.difpaireand die.’ 

To R/'ff&.Thou quiet jbule,fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fuccefi*e,and happy vi&ory, 

Thy adüerfaries wife dpth pray for thee. 

Enter theghqft of Buckinghstn i. 

The firft was X that helptth.ee to the Crowne* 

The la ft.was I that feit thytyranny, 

O in the battell thinke on Bnckingham, 

And die in tenor of thy guiitineflè: 

Dreame on ? drearae on,of bloody deeds and deatli» 
Fainting dilpaire, difpairingyeild thybreath* 

To I dyed for hope ere I could Jend thee aid s 
But chearethy heart, and benot thou difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richterdi als in hcight of allhispride. 

K. R ichard iiarted out of bis dreame. 

TC. Kicbc Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wouncfsi 
Haue mercy lefu: fpft I did but dreame- 
O coward confcïcnce, howdoft thonafflich me ? 

The lights burqeblcvy,it is notdead midnight: 

Cold tèarefull drops ftand on my trembling fiefti, 

What do I feare my fclfe? theres noneelle by, 

R ichard loues R ichard, that is ,1am I, 

Istherea murtherer here, No. yes,Iam, 

Then flie, what frorn my felfe ? great reafon why, 

* LeaftI reuenge, What? my felfe vpenmy felfe: 
AlackelJoue my felfe, wherefore ? for any good 
Th,at py felfe hath done vnco my felfe: 
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of RfclTafd fffe ThirtC 

Afe : alas T rather hate my felfe, - ^ 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

I am a viliaine , yea, I lye I am nóu 

Fooléof thy felfe fpeake welifoole doe not flatter? * . 

j^y confcience hath a thou land feuerall tongues. 

And euery tongue bfings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale ephdemnes me for aylllaincV 1 t>l " p 
Periury, in the higheft degrëe, 

Murder, fterne murdcr; inthe dyreftdegree, ! * 

All feuerall fmnes, all vfde in each degrëe, 

Throng all to the Boare, crying alJ,guüty,guiity^ 

I ftull difpaire there is' no crëatüre loues me, ' 

Andifl die , no foule Ihallpittic me : o 

And wherefore fhouldthey ? ftnee tharï my felfe, 

Find in my felfe, nopittytomy felfe. 

Me thought the foulés of all that 1 haue murdred 
Camc to my Tentwand euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head ef RichardJ- r : 

Enter Ratclijfe* > 

Kat. My'Lórd^ *■ 1 

i&»j-.Zounds, whoisthëre ? 

Kat. My Lord tis I s the early villagë Cocksi 
Haue thrice donefalutation to themome. 

Yourfriends are vp , and btickle ontheir armouri 
Ring. O Kdtchffe 3 I-haue dream’d a fearefull dreamê] 
What think’ftthóu. Wil! ourfriendsproue all truc ? 

Kat» No doubfrmyLofdv ‘ 

King. O Katclife I feare V I feare, 

R*f. Nay good my Lord be hot affiaid of ihadowes.' 
King. By the Apoftle Rat */, fhadowes to night 
Haue ftrooke more terrour to the fouleofRïró.W;, 

Then eau the fubftance öftcnthöiiland J S.óiildiers'' 

Armed inproofë, and led by föa llów WcBmondj 
Tis not yet neere day come'goe vvith me, 

'Vndcr our Tents, Ile play the evvefe~droppér, 

To heare if any iaeane to flirinkë fróm me, 'M'xéunt* 




Ent er tbs Lords to R icbmovdi 
Lords , Good monow Kiobmond» 
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